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of pictures; her preferences matched the rest of the sitting-room:
"Too modern for me 1" or, on the other hand: "I call that a dull
sort of picture", over any in the Utrillo class. Once, when she
stood crowing with approbation in front of—I prefer that the
horror should remain anonymous—I asked as casually as I could:
"Wouldn't you have liked that instead of the one you've got
now ?" "Instead of the one in my sitting-room ? Instead of my
Paris view?" I nodded: "Yes, the UtriUo." She cared nothing
for the artist, but you should have heard the possessive tenderness
with which she said: "My Paris view" . . .
"Go on!   I wouldn't change it, not for that nor any other."
"Well, but u%?"
"I like it best."
The reason remained a mystery. We never found out why.
And because it was so tantalizing not to know, I invented a story
to cover the blank, and related it to the others. And in time,
because our vanity could not bear the lacuna, we accepted this
story as though it were true and as though Mum herself had
told us.
Mr. Thompson would have it that he'd take me to Paris for our
honeymoon. He was a great man for abroad. And when I said
"Well, there's Torquay" he wouldn't hear of it. "And you mustn't
think," he'd say to me, because he was a serious man and read
a lot, "you mustn't think of Paris as Gay Paree; there's lots that
isn't gay at all, like the Invalids, for instance; but the streets are
gay," he said, "and you'll etyoy those when you've seen the
historical monuments I've been saving up for yoii." So it was
settled; and we had a lovely wedding, though Mr, Thompson
took some of the joking too seriously; our Rene is like him in
lots of ways, but Kitty's like me. And the journey was dreadful,
not a bit like what I'd expected on the Channel, and my going-away
costume not nearly thick enough and my new stays too tight,
though they did give me a nice figure in my wedding-dress. And
the jabber, jabber, jabber at the station, and the way the cabman
drove us to the hotel, and" Mr. Thompson, perhaps he was still a
bit annoyed at me laughing so much over what had been said
when we cut the cake, he was ever so grave and not a bit like a
honeymoon, so that I couldn't help wondering why I loved him
so much, but oh dear, I did, and that's a thing you can't explain.
Mind, I still think we wouldn't have quarrelled like tnat, the
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